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guardians of an Alouite shrine. They were living poorly,
for the offerings to the shrine were becoming very
scanty, when one day they came upon a young shepherd
boy of fifteen years old, lying on the hillside by their
shrine in a trance.   The two priests saw their oppor-
tunity.   They took the lad and put him in the shrine.
"This man," they said, "is full of the stuff of god-
head/'    Their idea was that, while the lad lived he
would attract the curious, and after his death his tomb
could be made into a famous shrine to attract large
numbers of worshippers.   For a time they prospered.
The Alouites flocked to the shrine to see God, who was
really the peasant lad, Suliman Murshid.    But the
novelty soon grew stale, and to their dismay the boy
did not die.   On the contrary, he got better.

It was   at this  stage,   I  think,   that  Mohammed
Khatabil, the village blacksmith, came on to the scene.
He approached the sheikhs and told them they were
not running their show properly.   As a result of devices
which he showed them, he persuaded them to take him
into partnership.   The first thing he did was to paint
Murshid's face with phosphorus so that it gleamed in
the darkness.   This had a great success.   The peasants
flocked by night to see God's shining face.   Another
day he stripped the boy naked and lay in the sun beside
him in a private place, with his right hand on Murshid's
breast.   By sundown the lad's body was burned bright
red except for one place on his heart where, outspread,
gleamed the rather outsize imprint of the Hand of God.
On a later occasion Khatabil purchased a wireless set
which he placed behind the screen by Murshid's bed.
When the peasants arrived that evening to see the
gleaming Murshid muttering in his delirium, Khatabil
pressed a remote switch and the Voice of God rang out